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the leaves of all the trees were rustling in the wind,
he was seized with homesickness for his own house
and, weeping, he fell asleep.
It soon became known in Little Houtstraat that
he was wandering about in the neighbourhood.
Nuyls was the first to come with a story that some
boys who had gone out to gather beech-nuts had
seen him close by the Laurens Coster Memorial. He
was standing bare-headed, leaning against a tree,
and he had behaved so strangely that they had
run away. A forester came to warn Werendonk,
for it was quite possible people might think he was
mad. Yesterday at dusk he had seen him go into
a thicket; he had followed and had come across
him, kneeling in the dry leaves, his face uplifted,
beating his breast softly ; he had spoken to him and
asked him what he was doing there, and he had
answered : * If the Church is closed, I suppose I
may pray in the open air.3 Then he had stood up
and walked away. Maybe it was piety, said the
man$ but it was the piety of somebody out of his mind.
The milkman had seen him, too, pale and famished
looking, and when he had addressed him, he had
walked away.
The neighbours looked at Werendonk, but not
one, of them asked him anything. He walked with
difficulty, sometimes tottering slightly, he was seldom
in the shop because, with one arm in a sling, he
couldn't be of much use. Through the window he